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"Goldilocks." 

"GoldilockB, Goldilocks, where are you going ?" 
Said 1, witb a kiss on the sweet lips bestowing — 
"Eyes like the stars and cheeks like the dawning ; 
Where are yougoingtbis bright Sunday morning." 

"I is going to Sabbuff Bchool, auntie," she said, 
"And vis is my lesson," — pretending to read : 
"Ve Lord is my" — Ah I then an after thought 

came — 
"Ye Lord is my Shepherd and I are he's lamb." 

"His lamb" — precious words 1 When a few months 

»g°. 
We pillowed the golden head under the Bnow, 

Only this thought could my aching heart hold; 

Another dear lamb in the Good Shepherd's fold. 

Mrs. Dana. 


Bear Editor : — This is my first attempt to write 
for the Children's Column. 1 am seven years old.. 
I have two sisters and one brother, and he is a 
little mischievous little fellow. He and my one 
little Bister are twins, Clara and Clyde. I go to 
school, but our school is out now. Our teacher was 
Miss Lucus. I liked her very much. I read in 
the First Reader and Spell and Write some figures. 
I go to Fair Haven Sunday School. We have a 
good school. Uncle Dan is my teacher. I think 
he is the best teacher in the bouse. My pa is 
secretary. Pa, sister and I are all that go. Ma has 
to stay at home with the twins. They are eighteen 
months old. I hope till next summer they and 
ma can go too, if we all live. Brother Kieffer 
preaches for us. I will not write any more this 
time. If I see this in print, I will write again. I 
would like to see some more letter from the little 
folks at Fair Haven. So dow good by. 

Yours truly, 

La tdk Thobley. 

Latttaburg, Ohio. 


Dear Editor: — This is my second attempt to 
write for the Children's Column. I am eleven 
years old, and I attend Sunday School every Sun- 
day. Fa and ma belong to the Brethren church, 
and they take the Evangelist. I love to read 
the letters very much. Brother Beer is coming 
next Saturday to be with us three months. I like 
to hear him preach very much. Brother Beer is 
our superintendent and Mr. Wright our secretary. 
I have a little brother eight years old, and a big 
brother sixteen, he clerks in a store and three 
big sisters. I am the only girl at home. We 
organized our Sunday School and Florence Wallace 
and I are librarians. Well, 1 will close by asking 
a question: How many times does the word 
reverend occure in the Bible and where is it found ? 

Yours truly, 

Cabbie Clexa.vs. 

Tiosa, Ind. 


Dear Editor: — This is my first attempt to write 
for the paper. I am eleven years old. I go to 
Sunday School. We elected new officers today. I 
have not missed a Sunday this quarter. Miss 
Hannah Ehler is my teacher and I like her very 
much. I have two sisters younger than myself 
and a little brother six months old. My pa and 
ma belong to the Brethren church. Mr. Bauman 
is our minister. I like to hear him preach. I want 
to join Uncle Joe's Band of Hope. It is awful dry 
here everything is dying. We are going to have 
a picnic the 4th of July. I went to achool all 
winter. I studied Beading, Writing, Spelling, 
Geography and Arithmetic. I will close for this 
time hoping this will escape the waste basket, 

Jennie Waggoneb. 

South Haven, Kan. 


Dear Editor : — I have never written a letter for 
the paper before, but Bro, Beer made us a visit 
about two weeks ago and he says I am old enough 
to write for the Children's Column, so I thought I 
would try. We were all glad to see Bro. Beer and 
wish be could have stayed longer. I go to Sabbath 
School at Fair View. I am eight years old. I go 
to school every day. I love to read the little letters 
in the paper. I think I will write again soon. 

Yours truly, 

Olive White. 

Convenience Ohio. 


laat Betsy's Child res. 

Some time ago a lady in London was trying to 
get a girl to help her in doing housework. Her name 
was Mrs. Levy. One day, while walking in the 
street, she met a friend and asked her if she knew 
of any good girl that she could get Said her 
friand, "Why don't you get one of Aunt Betsy's 
children V 

"Aunt Betsy's children ? Pray, who is Aunt 
Betsy? 

"She is an old Scotch woman who lives in Bird's 
alley. She adopts poor, homeless, motherless 
children ; teaches them, takes care of them, gets 
them into good habits, and then puts them out in- 
to good places. I have had one of her children a 
good while, and she is the best girl I ever had." 

"That is very singular," said Mrs. L. "This 
woman must be a curiosity. I should like to see 
her for her own Bake. I'll go." 

The next day Mrs. Levy went to Bird Valley to 
find Aunt Betsy's home. As soon as she entered, 
she saw a large tidy-looking room. The floor was 
as clean as hands could make it. She saw eight or 
nine girls from three years old to fifteen. ' They 
were all busy. Some of the oldest were ironing 
clothes, others were sewing or knitting, and the 
the youngest were twisting up slips of paper to 
make lamp lighters. 

While she was looking at them an elderly Scotch 
woman came in. She wore a plain gingham dress, 
with a white apron, and a large frilled cap. She 
made a courtesy to the lady, and her face lighted 
up with a smile that made it look quite beautiful. 

"I am looking for a girl, my friend," said Mrs. 
Levy, "and your home has been recommended to 
me as a good place to get one. Are these your 
own children ? 

"Oh, no ! ma'am, I'm not so rich as that But 
let me see, there's Lizzie, she's a strong, hearty 
girt, ma'am, and never will trouble you with any 
mean, low ways. Come here Lizzie. Now look 
in her face, ma'am. That's how I choose my 
children." 

"Then are nonp of these yours ?" 

"Never had one in my life, ma'am," said Aunt 
Betsy, with a smile. 

"You are paid, then, for taking care of these 
children, and providing them with a home?" 

"Not a penny, ma'am ; who's to pay me? They 
are all poor orphans ; not one of them has a father, 
or mother, except me, and I am both to them, they 
think," she said, as she looked around affectionately 
at them. 

"Sometimes I feel half sorry that I took the wee 
things ; but what could I do. They'd honest parents 
as was taken off with heavy sickness, and I couldn,t 
see them left to suffer. True, it's little I can do, 
for there are thousands of such poor creatures in 
the world ; but I'll do what I can. I've put thirty- 
one into good places." 

"What !" cried Mrs. Levy, "do you mean to say 
that you have taken care of and provided for 
thirty-one children besides these that are here 
now ?" 

"Yes'm, and the Lord blessed me to do witb my 
own hands tor more than fifteen years back. I've 
never wanted, neither have they ; and whether it's 
knack in me or goodness in them, I don't know ; 
but they'll all mind me, they will, ma'am, with 
lifting up a finger." 

What a beautiful sheltering cloud Aunt Betsy 
was ! She was working for Jesus all alone in that 
little alley, while nobody in the busy world knew 
what she was doing But God knew it all With- 
out husband or children of her own, without any 
Church or committee to help her, without means 
but what she earned with her own bands, she had 
been a bright sheltering cloud to thirty -one poor 
children, besides the eight or nine then in the 
houae. She had clothed them, and fed them, 
and taught them the best she knew how, 
and then had good homes for them where they 
could be useful and happy. Selected. 

The Breken Link. 
A farmer's lad was one day long ago in some dis- 
tress. A field of mown hay, far from home, bad 
to be raked that night. In passing a large rock a 
rake tooth was caught and the sudden jerk broke 
a link in one of the harness traces. The little fel- 


low was all alone and without material^ for mend- 
ing it. Finally the thought otcumd t" make a 
new link with the band of bis straw hat. It looked 
frail indeed and he dared not hope that it would 
xtand the strain, but it wab hi* lasi resort, and in 
his anxiety ho knelt beside the rock and prayed 
that the weak thread might riot snap. It did not 
He says that the remembrance of that answered 
prayer! or of that happy incidence, if some may 
please to call it thus, baa been a blessed angel to 
him all his life since, saving him many times from 
doubting God's presence and loving- kindness. 
Eighteen years later he visited the farm again. 
That field was then a garden : the old rock was 
concealed with clusters of ivy leaves, and from the 
very spot where he had knelt to utter Mb silient \ 
prayer, a glorious tulip was looking up to boaven 
as if in the act of praise. He ia not certain that 
the planting of the flowur in that particular spot 
was directed by Providence, nor is he certain that 
the prayer brought new strength to the thicatl ; be 
would not have lost faith in God if it had broken ; 
but the coincidence was bo beautiful that he is sat- 
isfied to believe that it came from heaven, and no 
amount of infidel argument could now rob his soul 
of the sweet influence it left. Has the same beau- 
tiful miracle been repeated bere on this pebbly 
strand ? On the banks above wild asters and 
golden-rod are growing, and a tew briars. In 
answer to whose prayers in years agone came this * 
bright yellow garden pansy to grow alone in the 
sand ? How many years the waveB have been 
chanting praise to the Creator, and thin may be 
the shore's amen. — Sel. 


The Orphan's Keepsake. 


A company of poor children, who had been 
gathered out of the alleys and garrets of the city, 
were preparing for their departure to new and dis- 
tant homes in the West. Juat before the ti me for 
starting of the cars, one of the boys was noticed 
aside from the others and apparently very busy 
with a cast-off garment. The superintendent step- t 
ped up to him and found that he was cutting a 
small piece out of the patched lining. It proved 
to be his old jacket, which having been replaced 
by a new one, had been thrown away. There was 
no time to be lost. "Come, John, come," said the 
suiieiintendent ; "what are you going to ' d«» with 
tii.it old piece ot calico ?" "Please sir," said Ji»un, 
"I am cutting it to take with me. My dear dead 
mother put the lining into this old jacket for me. 
This was apiece of her dress, and it is all I have 
got to remember her by." And as the poor boy 
thought of that dear mother's love, and of the sad 
death bed scene in the old garret where she died, 
he covered his face with his hands and sobbed as 
if his heart would break. But the train was about 
leaving, and John thrust the little piece of calico 
into his bosom "to remember his mother by," 
hurried into a car, and was soon far away from the 
place where he had seen so much sorrow. — Sel. 


Look Long To Jesus. 


Take a good lotfk at Jesus as often as you can. 
You expect Boon to behold him in open vision, but 
they who look most to him here will see most 
glory in him hereafter. In heaven some will see 
far deeper into Christ than others. The deeper 
you see into his grace now, the deeper will you see 
into his glory then, for glory is measured by grace. 

Linger at the place of secret prayer. If you do 
not know just what to pray about, look to Jesus 
for him to give you a prayer. Look to him. for 
your prayer and your faith. After you have open- 
ed all your heart to him, take time to linger for 
his answer, to listen for marching orders ; and 
should he choose not to speak, trust him just the 
same, and take time to adore him. Go away from 
your closet with the clear image of Jesus hanging 
in your mind. — Dr. 0. D. Watson. 


Black.— On the 34th ot June 1887. ot cancer, on South Scott 
•treet, South Band, Ind., Mr. Abram C. Black ; aged SG join, 7 
month* ind 88 daye- He wu not m member of any church, and an 
entire etianger to me, but I wa» requested by hi* children to of- 
ficiate at bit funeral, on Saturday afternoon following hla death. 

H. B. Houixeaa. 


